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An Introduction to a World




Zac Baker's gay fiction is often situated within his fantasy world of Guya – a place a little like other fantasy worlds, except a lot gay-er. It isn't a world of orcs, elves and dwarves. Instead this is a thoroughly human place, full of human emotion. Love and lust, jealousy and fear. But hope too, and kindness. Generosity as well as envy. Selflessness as well as pride. Bravery as well as cowardice. 

It is a place of magic too. Of princes and paupers and pirates, of golden temples and thieves' dens, of merchants' caravans crossing scorching deserts, and bustling trade ports playing host to ships from every nation. Anything can happen in Guya.

But the thing that happens most often is that men fall in love, or fall to seduction. Every single one, handsome? Not quite. But if you imagine Zac’s heroes as muscular men with inches to spare, panache and style dripping from those handsome bones, then you wouldn’t be far wrong.

The Arabian Nights? The Game of Thrones? Medieval history or ancient legend? Zac finds his inspiration in many places. He mixes his ingredients into something wholly new. Guya: welcome to a world. 
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An Eye on the Turquoise





I’ve come to steal. 

I can hardly feign surprise that someone attempts to stop me.

He is introduced to me as Gaderophun, a name from the jungle lands far to the east. He has travelled far to be here. Travelled far to spoil my plans.

No, not mine exactly. He has no especial animus towards me. He simply does the job Master Inian pays him for. Gader – Inian advises the usual contraction as he introduces the men - is paid to stop thieves in general, and not me in specific. His eyes are smooth as they sail across the buyers, noting hands and the movement of fingers, counting pockets, estimating the depth of the hidden lining in robes. Mine has the volume to hold a small goat. More than enough when all I seek to steal is a single ring. It will drop to the very bottom, through a channel designed for the purpose, adding its tiny weight to the hem, and invisible amongst the drape of brocade as I walk across the sands.

Turquoise and gold. Small. The smallest. Insignificant, you could say, to a man of Master Inian’s wealth.

He would not think so. He is eighty, though looks sixty, his white hair and beard neatly trimmed. A respected craftsman to the people of Tsantsibon’s sand cities. A man of the camps, a man of movement and endless wandering. Only his tools and his tents hold permanence in his life. Everything else is movement. Stones in and jewels out. Ingots in and jewellery out. Rings and crowns and anklets and all of them gold, and all of them turquoise. Fires at every oasis banked high enough to melt the metal. Flames flickering late into the night as his rheumatic hands shape each piece. Turquoise stones, gold wire, gold stamped and adorned with traditional patterns so old some say he has been working on them since the dawn of forever, that he is an immortal creature, destined to make his treasures in the sand till the day time stops.

I do not believe this is true. Eighty. His life is behind him. I like him very much. But I still don’t want to get caught by him. Or by this Gader boy he has hired for the very purpose of stopping me. Stopping all of us. The buyers of Tsantsibon invited out into the sands to survey Inian’s latest work. Six of us, all of us with reputations that spread the length of this coast and beyond for the exceptional quality of our goods, accompanied by guards in a caravan of camels that stretches a mile back to the gates of Annamakt on the first morning. 

Here's my calculation.

I’ve been buying from Inian for more than twenty years. Or at least, my father has. But father is gone, and the business is mine. My math has sharper edges than his. The margins are more in my favour, each number a notch higher than it was in his day. The customers swallow as I name the figure, but they swallow the price in the end. The quality is always exemplary and as one of my most important makers Inian has done as much as any to ensure my dealership has the following that it does. I’m no fool. I will not spoil what my father spent a lifetime in building. But nudge the calculation? Yes, I’ll do that.

I will buy fifty pieces, if not more, from Inian, on this journey alone.

And steal one.

The smallest. The least valuable.

But it will be mine. Nudging the calculation. Making worthwhile the night in the sands, the forced camaraderie with men I compete against daily, the spitting camels and heat-blasting winds.

If Gader is a permanent fixture I suspect I might come to Inian’s tent a little more often. Collaborate even more closely. The man is exceptional as he looms beside us, eyes quietly scanning, while Inian lays out for us the goods he has prepared.


      ***Inian weights every conversation in his favour. I admire the old bastard’s cunning as well as his craft skills. The camp is nestled amongst the dunes, with tents for each of us for a stay that will last but a night. Indigo cloth, sails flapping in the desert wind. Every figure in an entourage of perhaps twenty wears Inian’s gold. Wears Inian’s turquoise. I have an eye on the turquoise, from the smallest piece to the finest. And the things his people wear are the finest. All for sale. All on display. I might make a bid even as I thank an attendant for bringing me water, or offer my gratitude to a guard, my eyes sliding to the tight necklace at his throat even as I remark on the strength with which he holds his spear.

And each of us is invited to Inian’s tent, together, and then one by one over the course of a broiling afternoon where shade and water can be our only rational thoughts. Here, trays and trays shimmer in front of us. Mesmerising. An endless reflection of sunlight into gold, brighter inside than out, more dazzling than midday at midsummer. We may bid, an attendant marking carefully the numbers. And occasionally, our bid meeting a threshold purely of Inian’s calculation, he will agree to take the piece from the tray: it is ours, and he will accept no more bids. It is good news spiced with bad. The piece is ours, yes. But surely, we overbid if he gave it up so readily? If he accepted our offer without question? And if we have overbid then by inevitability we have less to spend on other goods than we might have? An afternoon with Inian is an afternoon of delicious torture as he extracts every copper coin possible: I am unwilling to let the other merchants have what I want for myself yet I am unwilling to overpay in a string of blind auctions that can favour only him.

Do you see why a small and complimentary item might help to assert a more reasonable balance?

Yet even as I prepare to steal from him I must only admire his craftsmanship. There simply is no-one to compare.

It is late in the afternoon when Gader arrives at my tent. He is politeness and deference, his message a whisper at my neck, his copper skin a cool inch from mine. Not one of my bids has been accepted. Not one. Master Inian is beside himself with disappointment - for the love he bears me and in memory of my father, his friend of forty years. This has never happened. Never. How might he advise me? How might we come to an agreement?

He is right. It is unthinkable that I leave with nothing. As I walk beside the handsome young man my mind is all calculation. By how much am I short? Am I short at all? Inian will not sell at the figures I have given, that is clear. I look at the shifting shapes of two of my competitors, standing in whispers, in black against the sun at the far end of the camp. Carrion crows they will be, nipping and biting at the carcass of my success, if I leave empty-handed.

Gader wears gold fit for a king. At his neck, and at his wrists. On his fingers and at his waist are turquoise pieces knotted together with gold wire, rings and a belt. The blue of the stone is that of the fabric robe he wears. It is loose on him. Hints, and more than hints of golden flesh catch my eye. Chest and bicep. Muscled calves and massive thighs. He stands to my right, a vision shifting in the shadows. He moves gradually towards his Master, so that he is ever more directly in my line of sight. In the gloom of the darkest part of the tent his skin still glows. And I think but cannot be sure that the outline of his cock presses ever more firmly against the sheer azure of his robe. If I am dreaming of, hallucinating about Gader’s cock then he has me, or rather his Master does, and my chance of negotiating a single wise deal disappears before my eyes. The cockend – clearly visible now. Gader folds his arms, his gaze contented. He has done his work here.
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Yet still he presses. An attendant brings peaches and wine, and to my astonishment, Gader slices these, immerses the fruit into the goblets, and then sits beside me, feeding me from his fingers. And Master Inian watches everything and sees nothing. Nothing worth the effort of raising an eyebrow, as his guard seduces me in plain sight. Gader’s fingertip presses a circle of desire onto the very tip of my tongue.

Each calculation becomes more difficult in my mind. At least on the surface Inian helps me, giving clues to the amount I might need to increase my bids to secure this item, or that. Two coins in one hundred here. Three there. The presence of those two black-winged crows has upset every calculation; they appear to have outbid the rest of us on every ring and virtually every bracelet. If I am to return with fifty pieces, I might spend ten percent more than I’d bargained, if not much more, even if Inian steers me honestly. 

I have little choice other than to accept his guidance.

“For the love I hold for you, dearest boy,” he says.

But my mind has gone. I neither follow each calculation, or really care. Gader and his peaches. Gader and his dripping fingers.

I cannot count to ten, while the juice drips down my chin. I cannot count to five while the touch of him tickles the lining of my lower lip. Inian sees nothing of this, or so it seems, as he folds and unfolds each piece out of its pocket of silk. All calculation, this? As Gader pushes me to a place where I am ever less able to control my thoughts? I do not know. But I see the pieces tucked away, my offers having met Inian’s expectation. I see the copper-skinned fingers and the fuzz-skin of each peach slice as it swims into view. I feel the heat of the boy as he leans close; and eventually the strength of his hand in the small of my back. I turn to meet his gaze. The peaches are gone, but his suggestion that I lick his fingers clean is clear. It isn’t all that his fingers, his gaze, his calves brushing mine, his eyelashes flickering like moths at midnight, suggest to me.

His eyes close in delight. Inian remains turned away. I pocket the ring in a second.


      ***He follows me to my tent. Fleetingly his hands are on my chest as he reaches down to kiss me. His body is huge as he holds it against mine, his arms strong as they wrap around my shoulders. The hair on his chest is so fine, bleached so golden by the sun that I almost cannot see it. As my arms circle him in turn his tongue smears my lips wide open and we kiss in seriousness, kiss in force. Our tongues battle but his invades my mouth, and it is sweet to the taste, sweet like peaches, sweet as it circles the lining of my cheeks. He is tall enough and strong enough to be able to lift me, and I feel the strange sensation of my toes brushing and then lifting from the ground, almost as if I am a child in his arms.

But his cock is stiff against mine. And we are no children.

I lean my ear to his chest, and his heart thumps, as does mine. And we hug ourselves tightly together, my fingers clasped behind his back so he cannot dream of pulling free. Our kissing is less frantic now that we have crossed a barrier. For where but a border can be behind us, if we stand and kiss like this in such a way that our cocks emerge unaided from our robes, and press together becoming friends as they do?

He is huge.

His body is huge but I mean that his cock is huge. Straight and intense: no maverick curve here, but clear in its direction and purpose. Invasion. Capture. A siege of defences quickly breached. I mean none of this as criticism. I will open as wide as a door to experience a cock like this. I taste it in my mouth before even seeing it; I sense it brushing against my fingers and against my thigh.

And I want it inside me. I want it inside me, and then withdrawn, entirely. Inside me and then absolutely not. I dream the slide of him as we stand like this. I dream the heat of him. I dream the endless heavy hammering he will deliver. He is huge, a boy from the forests, a creature from my most perverted imaginings. My ass will dance on his cock; and I shall wreck him. Make him fuck me till he can fuck no more. I will drink his cum between my asslips till he cannot fuck again. Entice him with my mouth and my fingers and my slippery chute till he is hard and then spent. Hard and then spent. I know how it will be because I know what skills are mine. I know how to bring a strong man to weakness. This boy will crumble beneath the powers of my ass, but not before I have drained him dry. Drained him deep. Drained his balls till he is mine, mine for good, if I decide that in fact I want him.

“We have no time,” he says, though he continues to kiss me. “I must get back,” though his fingers are in my hair. 

“Tonight,” he finally says, holding my arms by my side so I may not touch him, or reach for him, or tangle him further in what must wait till the sun is down and the moon high above us. He shows me a signal, and a line of sight where I might see him emerge from between tents, even in darkness. 

He disappears into the last of the afternoon light. And I sit. And I wait. And I want him.


      ***I wash, as I wait, sitting naked in my tent and welcoming the sluicing slipping cold across my limbs. The memory of him stirs heat into my loins, stirs heat across the skin of my shoulders, and my cheeks are pink with the memory of him. Half hard, and keen as a desert fox after a rabbit, I try to maintain an equilibrium as the sun sets around us, and night drops its theatrical black drapes over our endeavours.

And then there he is. Lined in silver moonlight as he slips between the shadows of the encampment, stopping to give a long blank stare to where I sit. Can he see me? Or sense me? He does what he has said he will do, and I must move or lose this opportunity. I shrug into my loosest robe even as I take careful steps from my tent, precise steps, keen not to trip on ropes and pegs. He is ahead of me rapidly, a jar of fireflies in his hand which he holds low to the side of his leg. A signal but not a flare of attention. Those dancing dots of light are soon needed as the pitch black envelops us. I sense we tread rising ground but little more than that. Each dune is velvet black against the next. We walk for – it is a guess – twenty minutes, though my eyes and ears give me few clues, and the stars above are an unknowable, unblinking presence rather than a map in my mind.

And when I catch up, he is glorious.
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 We have reached a dip in the sands. He cannot have known it was there, and has taken advantage of what the dunes offered him. A circle in the sand. A space in which to perform, sheltered on all sides by rising slopes. And somehow, and miraculously, a fire; a white fire, from a single stick driven into the ground and now flaring. I have heard of such things: it is jungle magic, though the first of its kind I have ever seen. It lights the whole of the front of his body, glaring white across the muscles of his chest, picking out the hard planes of his abdomen and his biceps. And lining his cock in a light so bright and white it can only be from heaven.

And in this light, and as I stumble in the sand as I walk to meet him, my balance endlessly lost and regained beneath my feet, he is more magnificent than any man I ever knew. Stronger. Harder. His muscles are pitch black, lined in silver, every vein and sinew picked out in white. The geometry of his body is more visible in this light than I’ve ever noticed on any man before – the pentagons of the knee; the huge inverted triangle that leads my eye from the broadest of shoulders to the narrow waist and lower to the hard angled stripe of his cock, jutting out towards me as I reach him; the rectangle of his neck, so full of muscle. 

He steps out of his robe even as I take the final steps to meet him, and I leap into his arms, legs wrapping about his waist and squeezing him tight. The impossible physics defeats the thin cotton and it rips at my backside, but it is the happiest of accidents. His hands are on me, cupping my ass and lifting me to the right position. I am a toy in his arms. He kisses at my chest, bites tight at my nipples, and licks from one to the other and then upwards to my throat. My hands are in his hair, a warm brown fuzz over his scalp. I need do nothing to support myself, nothing to balance or right myself as he has me, firm and secure. The weight of us both is firm on legs of iron. His stance, even on this shifting surface, gives me no cause for doubt. He holds me, even as he gradually lowers me until I feel the firm tip of his cock on the waiting, welcoming ring of my asshole. I know he will continue to lower me until I am in place. His cock deep inside. I breathe in deeply, and then he is in. Deep inside. I’ve slid further and deeper than I ever have before. I am full of him. Full of his cock. 

It is the best feeling I have ever known.

I now can add some momentum of my own. I have no wish to raise myself from the depths he has achieved, but instead I begin the rippling along my chute that will set his shaft on fire. Tensing and untensing, squeezing and setting free. At the very head of his cock my muscles line up to send him into a heaven of joy as they squeeze and wrap and unwrap around the blossoming nerve-endings at the flared ridge of his cock. Every inch of my hole moves against him, co-ordinated in its determination to have him unload.

He begins to pace, even as he holds me. His breathing deepens; his chest begins to heave. My asshole milks him as he moves, his eyes closed in concentration. Inevitably he loses something of co-ordination and balance, and my hands lock fingers at the back of his neck, my body lower than before. And now I can bring my mouth into play, leaning in to kiss him. My cock is hard, and while nothing to his it is a fine thing as it finds the groove between the rounded muscles of his chest. I fuck his muscle tits as I kiss his plump lips. And the sensations over every part of his body bring him to a state of bliss. He shoots inside me, and my body tenses to make sure I do not follow him over this cliff. 

I insist on calling the shots, and the shoots. I insist I will not cum yet, and I don’t. He opens his eyes, his happy gaze locking onto mine. My hole remains gymnastic in its movements around his cock, even as it attempts to soften and slip free. I do not let it. Trapped deep inside, slippery with cum and warm from the fires I have stoked along the tunnel he can only grow hard again. There isn’t an option. He will see it is his role to fuck me again and again this night. Softening? No. Leaving? No. He must harden, and he must continue to fuck. He must accept my hole as the destination of this entire night. He must fuck himself hard as I swallow his cock into my core. He must use his own cum as the magic juice that will keep him wet and hard, firing repeatedly to a timescale set entirely by me and my needs.
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